NIGHT TIME SONGS 
Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 
THE COMING OF THE PUSSIES 


The little Pussies crawled far out upon a willow stalk; 
The mamma Pussy on ahead, cried, ‘‘Pussies, you must 


walk; 

For Lady Spring has come our way, all dressed in glorious 
gown, 

Then you must do your best to show your little coats of 
down!” 

The Pussies smiled and bobbed, each one, a tiny, furry 
head; 

“Now Pussies, dear, the night comes on, ’tis time to go to 


Thus spake the Pussy Willow, the mamma of them all— 

“‘Now, babies, you must sleep, you know, for then you may 
grow tall!” 

The Pussies clapped their tiny hands, for hands they must 
have had; 

““Now, say your prayer, you Pussies, dear, ‘tis time you 
should be glad!” 

The Pussies bent their fuzzy heads, and said each one a 
prayer. 

The -_ came out a little piece, and smiled upon them 
there! 


DOROTHY’S PRAYER 


FLORENCE PoMEROY RAAB 


OROTHY Brown was a little girl 
who lived in the country, a long 
way from town. She had no 
brothers or sisters, and no play- 
mates, because their nearest neigh- 
bor was so far away. But she had 

some pets which she was very fond of—some 
little chicknes that she liked to feed, a little 
kitten with which she played by the hour, and 
some rabbits to which she loved to carry cab- 
bage leaves and watch them wrinkle up their 
funny little noses, as they ate. 


When the weather was fine, Dorothy | 


played out in their big yard nearly all the time. 
She liked best to play “‘tea-party.”” Her father 
had fastened a board between two trees, and 
that was her table. She had a few broken 
dishes and some flat chips which she used for 
plates. Sometimes her mother would give 
some crackers, some little cookies and a cup of 
milk, and then she would have a “real tea- 
party.”” But usually, she picked leaves and put 
them together for sandwiches, gathered long 
blades of grass and played they were bananas, 
and picked up stones the right shape for baked 
potatoes. All this was great fun, but when the 
rainy days came, little Dorothy often felt lone- 
some. She had so few playthings and, al- 
though she was five years old, she had never 


owned a doll in her life, except a cloth one 
which her mother had made for her. 

One day Dorothy was looking through 
some magazines and she found two pictures of 
a beautiful doll; one picture showed the dolly 
fast asleep and in the other she was wide- 
awake. Dorothy ran to her mother in great 
excitement: 

“Oh, mamma! _ I wish I could have a doll 
like this, one that could open and shut its 
eyes, and that had real hair and a beautiful 
silk dress on! Won't you please buy me one 
the next time you go to town?” 

“IT wish I could, my darling,” replied her 


_ mother, “but you know it takes every cent we 


can spare just now, to buy your dresses and 
hats and shoes. Mamma intends to get you a 
new dress for Sunday school very soon.” 

For several moments Dorothy looked 
very sad and had hard work to keep back the 
tears. Then her face brightened and she said 
to her mother eagerly, “Don’t you think God 
would send me a dolly if I prayed and asked 
him?” 

Her mother hesitated a moment, for she 
had no more idea than Dorothy had, how or 
when, God would send the child a doll, but she 
was a woman of great faith, so she answered 
confidently, ‘Yes, dear, | am sure God will 
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send you a dolly whenever he sees it is best, if 

you pray earnestly. You may have to wait a 

one while, but God will surely send it some 
y. 

After that, every night Dorothy asked 
God to send her a “‘big doll with real hair, and 
eyes that open and shut, and a pretty dress on,” 
and she always thanked him for it too, as her 
mother had taught her to do. 

About three weeks after this, Dorothy 
was playing out in the yard one afternoon, 
when a nice-looking man drove up in a buggy. 
He called out to her, ““Would you be so kind as 
to bring me a drink? I’m very thirsty.” 

Dorothy answered cheerfully, “Yes, sir, | 
will.” She ran into the house and quickly 
brought him a glass of cold water. 

“Thank you very much,” said the man. 
“Do you suppose | could get something to eat 
here? It is so far to the next hotel and I've 
had no chance to buy my dinner.” 

Dorothy answered, ‘I'll go and ask my 
mamma.” In a moment she came back with 
her mother, who invited the stranger to come 
in. So the gentleman drove into the yard, 
watered his horse at the well and then came 
into the house. 

Dorothy’s mamma put a clean white cloth 
on the table and Dorothy herself put on the 
dishes. Mrs. Brown brought from the pantry 
some home-made bread and butter, a pitcher of 
fresh milk, a plate of sour-cream cookies, a pan 
of baked beans, a glass of jelly and some apple 
pie. Then she invited the stranger to come to 
the table and help himself. Dorothy lingered 
near to wait on him if he wanted anything. 
The man asked her name; she told him and he 
said his name was Mr. Burnett, and that he was 
on his way to the city, fifteen miles distant. 

When Mr. Burnett had finished eating, he 
declared he hadn’t tasted anything so good 
since he left home six years before, and offered 
Mrs. Brown a dollar in payment for his lunch. 

“Oh, no,”’ she replied, ““we so seldom have 
a chance to entertain strangers here, that it is a 
pleasure to see some one from the outside 
world. You are more than welcome to our 
simple fare; | am very glad you enjoyed it.” 

Mr. Burnett urged. her to accept the 
money, but she still refused, so he thanked her 
again and drove away. 

Two days after that, the postman who 
drove the little wagon stopped at Mr. Brown's 
house and left a big package addressed to 
“Miss Dorothy Brown.” Dorothy was so ex- 
cited, she could scarcely cut the string, so her 
mother helped her unwrap it. Inside was a 
long box and when she opened the box, what 
do you think she found? A big doll, with real 
hair, and eyes that could open and shut, and a 
lovely red silk dress with a bonnet to match. 


Dorothy was so surprised she couldn't speak at 
first, and then she said, almost in a whisper, 
“Oh, isn't she beautiful, mamma!” 

In the bottom of the box was Mr. Bur- 
nett’s card, on the back of which he had written 
these words: “A token of gratitude to Dorothy 
and her mother for their kindness to a 
stranger.” 

Dorothy held her new treasure in her 
arms a moment and then exclaimed, “Oh, 
— God did answer my prayer, didn’t 

e>?” 

“Yes, my darling. He surely did, for it 
was God who put that beautiful thought into 
the heart of that kind man, so that when he 
went to the city, he bought just the kind of a 
dolly you had been praying for.” 
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ELIZABETH E. PETTINGER 
Chapter 1V 


HE DAY Willard’s golden curls fell from 
under the barber’s sharp clippers became an 
historic one in the Benson family, for upon 
that day the boy was no longer “Willard” 
but “Bill” or “Billy” to everyone except his 
mother. Then too, upon that day Hannah 
was no longer Hannah, but Alma, a name 
remembered somehow as having been given 


“her by a vague, unreal mother in the early days of her in- 


fancy and later discarded by Granny for the less fanciful 
name of Hannah. With the passing of curls and the 
change of names a new spirit took hold of both children and 
seemed for a while to develop anything but what was lovely 
in either of them. There were more quarrels and much 
boasting and bragging; a sort of unwholesome rivalry sprang 
up which threatened to ruin harmony in the household. 
On these occasions Mrs. Benson tearfully besought Mr. 
Benson to change his mind about keeping Alma and find 
some good home for her elsewhere; but Mr. Benson was 
firm and declared he was giving the child a home not so 
much on her own account as on his son’s, and that it would 
work out all right in the end. 

Mrs. Benson sighed, ““Well, I hope so, but—”’ 

““Give them time, give them time,” said her husband. 
“Look at them now! They’ve gotten over their fuss and 
are actually reading a book. This is one of the things I’m 
hoping she'll do for Bill, give him a little ambition in his 
school work. He’s so lazy he’s behind two grades.” 

““How can you say that?” protested the mother. 
““You know he’s behind because he’s so delicate he’s missed 
so much school. You can’t blame him for being sick!” 

“He’s not delicate nor has he been sick. It’s because 
he’s lazy and you pamper and spoil him. He ought to be a 
big strapping fellow by now and up with other boys. He’s 
got to be a man some day and you'd better let him begin 
pretty quick or it will be too late,” and with that Mr. 
Benson went off to the office with a frown on his face. 

The frown would not have lasted long had he known 
just what that book was at which the children were looking. 
It was a third reader and the subject under discussion was 
school. 

“Oh, I’m in the third grade and you won't be more 
than about the first or second if you can’t read any better 
than that,” remarked the boy with a superior toss of his 
shorn head. 


“I never went to school much and you've went all 
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your life,” retorted the girl. “But we're both ten and 
ought to be in the fifth. You bet if I’d a been to school 
like you done I’d a been way up, ‘cause I learn fast, when 
I try. You must be awful stupid to only get far’s the third 
grade! Don’t the other kids make fun of you?” she asked 
quite earnestly. 

“‘They’d better not or my mother’d tell the teacher 
and that would stop it. I’m behind ‘cause I’ve been sick 
such a lot and I’m very delicate anyway, mother says, and 
I always stay home when it’s very cold or it rains or any- 
thing. Anyway, I’m ahead of you!” 

“Well, you won't be by the time school starts ’cause 
I’m going to pitch right in and study your books and—and 
—say, I'll bet you anything I'll be ahead of you when 
school opens.” 

That was a challenge that cut him deep and he, being 
no longer hampered with curls and a “baby name,” re- 
sponded in a way that would have warmed his father’s heart, 
“Tl bet you won't either, ‘cause I'll study myself and beat 
you. 

When Mr. Benson discovered the two children had 
taken out the school books and were devoting more hours a 
day to the gaining of knowledge, for the simple reason of 
outstripping the other rather than any real love of instruc- 
tion, he too entered into the competition and at night ques- 
tioned them so closely and explained so many difficult ques- 
tions and entered so heartily into the scheme that before long 
all ill will vanished in the enjoyment the two children got 
from these lessons, and soon they were working together 
instead of against each other. 

The day school opened Mr. Benson went himself with 
them to the principal and asked that an examination be given 
them so that if they were able they might go on in highe: 
grades. To the joy of their parents they had covered the 
lost ground and were both placed in the same class. From 
then on there was not so much rivalry as a good-natured 
effort to keep the place they had gained and help the 
other whenever occasion offered. 

“It’s working better and better,” Mr. Benson told 
himself as he shook hands with the principal and left the 
school building. “‘You must help the other fellow first be- 
fore you can help yourself, every time. I wanted that little 
girl because I thought I could help her, and straightway I 
find she is doing more for me than I am doing for her. | 
guess that’s the law.” (To be continued.) 


SIR SMILE-UPS DREAMS 


TIDDLE DE WINKS 

Sir Smile-Ups tied his bandbox string, and then he said his 
prayers, 

Thus, with a smile upon his face he climbed the sleepy stairs. 

"Twas then he dreamed a lovely dream, all full of quirks 
and smiles, 

He saw them towering up to heaven in half a million piles. 

The Smile-of-mirth was there in front, while all were courte- 
sying low, 

And peeping mischievously about, to see where he would go. 


The Smile-of-joy was there beside, and all of its relations, 

And _ Smiles-of-happy-heartedness, possessed by all the 
nations ; 

And Smile-of-satisfaction, too, was standing quite alone; 

The Smile-of-adoration, with its glad and silvery tone; 

The Smile-of-love was sweet to see, it held to Psyche’s hand, 

And all the Smiles that looked their way, could truly under- 
stand. 


And gazing there with radiant face, was Smile-Ups, kinz 
of all, 

“‘Dear me,” cried he in joyous voice, “I’ve let my bandbox 
fall! 

And here you are, you merry crowd, to greet me, every one, 

J hope I'll find you just the same, at rising of the sun. 


RoyAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners of the world.’ 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no 
evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—Alll reports must be in by the fifteenth of the 
month before the date of issue. 


ELL, now, isn’t it great to see such a fine turn- 
out for the June Booster meeting? We have 
two clubs with us in picture and just lots of 
letters from clubs and club members. 

It seems to me that last month I said 
something about having a general discussion of 
changing Wispom back to Wee Wisdom. 

One friend suggests that WISDOM come 

twice a month and double her traveling expenses. What do 

you think of the idea? The paper would cost a dollar a 

year and come twice a month. 

Florence Raab says that her little girls would like to 
return to Wee Wisdom. 

Mary De Witt, Lucy Kellerhouse and Elizabeth 
Pettinger all say that they would like to have Wee Wisdom 
back again. Write and tell me what you think about the 
matter. Some of the clubs have expressed themselves in the 
reports that follow. 

The I. H. S. Club likes the idea of the change in size 
of the little paper, but thinks that the name Wispom should 
Se kept. Here is Ernest’s letter: 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—We've been having our usual good 
meetings. We had one of them in the evening at the home 
of Mrs. Shiel’s, and invited the fathers as well as the mothers 
because mother thought that they would enjoy looking at her 
collection of stones or fossils, and she wanted them to learn 
what the club was doing too. They did like it too, and a 
grandfather showed us a queer little violin, a bullet-shaped 
holder that had some strong smelling stuff in it; he said it 
was found in Ireland some hundred years ago. Another 
man showed us a pretty shaped stone that had been taken 
from an old bridge in Scotland. He thought of making it 
into a watch charm but mother thought he ought to keep it 
as a relic. One of the fathers said right away that two of 
the stones mother had were Petoskey stones and there were 
many of them near Petoskey. Mother told him those two 
stones were found way out in South Dakota in a moraine left 
by a glacier, and that there had been lots of other queer 
stones found there. So the story those two stones told us was 
of a long journey from Michigan to South Dakota. The 
club just loves Mrs. Hardy’s lessons, and so: do the older 
people. Some lady here has a whole trunk full of fossils and 
curious things, and the club has sent word, asking if she 
would allow us to come over and see them some time. If we 
go, we will tell you about it. It’s nice to know that God 
has been keeping these stone records all these years for us 
to read now, and we mean to keep right on reading them as 
fast as we find them. Now that you ask how we like 


WIsDoM, we say to dress her like Wee Wisdom, but call 
her Wisdom as she is now. I think every Booster will be 
glad when she goes back to her old way of dressing, for the 
dress she has now comes all apart and people we loan her 
to often speak about it and seem afraid to use her. 


I. H. S. CLus, Ernest P. Baltzell, Sec, 
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The Truth Seekers have a report this month, but do 
not say what they think about the change to be made in our 
little Wispom. 

St. Louis, Mo. 


Dear Boosters—Bless you one and all! How good 
it feels to get back into the little corner and wasn’t it kind 
of Irene to let me have a little chat with you. I am so 
pleased to see by the reports that the Booster Clubs are 
rapidly progressing, and am happy to say that the Truth 
Seekers are doing splendidly. We have a lovely Booster 
Library and just think, every book was donated! We have 
about thirty books and any member is allowed to take out 
a new book every two weeks. We are expecting to receive 
our pins this week and are certainly anxious to see them. 
The pins are sterling silver decorated with red and yellow 
enamel, and the initals “T. S. B. C. ” (Truth Seekers 
Booster Club) engraved across the center of the pin. At 
our next meeting we are going to discuss the topic, ““What 
it means to be a Booster.’’ We welcomed four new mem- 
bers at our last meeting and are very happy to have them 
with us. Love to all the Boosters. 

TRUTH SEEKERS, Clara Behle, Sec. 


We have a brand-new Booster Club in St. Joseph. 
It is called the Pollyanna Booster Club and I'll bet that the 
folks in it will show what live wires they really are. I saw 
most of the members a few weeks ago and they certainly 


are a bright bunch. 
St. Joseph, Mo. 


Dear Boosters—We are glad to let you know that we 
have organized a “Pollyanna, or Glad Club” here in St. 
Joseph, Mo. There were ten us to start with, but we are 
steadily increasing in number. Will you please send us 
fifteen pins? We meet on Monday afternoons and are plan- 
ning to have programmes. In answer to roll call we each 
give an article on our certain subject. These subjects are 


different for each one and are along natural history, travel, 


art and music lines. ‘We are going to read several books, 
“Secret Garden,”’ “Story of Teddy,’ Wisdom’s 
Way,” etc. We are very enthusiastic and looking forward 
to fine results. 

PoLLYANNA CLuB, Helen Werner, Sec. 


The Good Deeds Club has a delightful long report 
just to make up for lost time. We welcome the Good 


Deeds Club back again. 


San Jose, Cal. 

Dear Wisdoms—Well, here is the Good Deeds Club 
again. We are not working yet, but we are still the Good 
Deeds Club, and we are having lovely times. Last Wednes- 
day evening we were entertained by the Little Brother’s 
Club of the Home of Truth. We met at Mrs. Bailey’s 
house, at half past seven and stayed until ten o'clock. Mrs. 
Bailey is the teacher of the boys’ class. Our club is quite 
large when all the girls are there, and with the boys’ club, 
you can all imagine that we had a lovely time. The first 
and most interesting game we played was “A Trip Around 
the World.”” Everyone had to have partners, so Mrs. 
Bailey had a little basket passed around in which some 
little pictures of the Exposition had been cut. They were 
just cut once, but into all sorts of crooked pieces and shapes. 
Each player took one of these pieces and tried to find the 
person who had the other half of the picture. This person 
would be his partner. After this was done, it was an- 
nounced that no one could travel without having money, so 
pasteboard fifty-cent pieces were given us. Most of us 
went to Europe with one dollar or even less. We were then 
told to go to the ticket office and get our tickets. The 
ticket office proved to be the sideboard. In front of it was 
a white sign with big red letters, ““Ticket Office.” There 
were all sorts of maps and folders lying about, and even one 


of those machines that they stamp tickets with. After re-. 


ceiving tickets from the ticket agent, we started on our 


journey. It was a most interesting one. As it was a guess- 
ing game, and our tickets were large oblong cards, we were 
to write on the ticket the names of the cities, seas or countries 
represented by different things that were hanging about the 
wall, and which had caused a great deal of curiosity before 
the game began. The first one of the things represented was 
Cork, Ireland, by a large cork tied with green ribbon. An- 
other one was a large “B,” a gold ring, and a staff with 
the one note “C’”’ on it. This was Bering Sea. There were 
many others that were equally as interesting. During our 
journey we heard a voice crying, “Peanuts, popcorn, chew- 
ing gum and candy.”’ One of the boys came in with a large 
box in which were many bags. Each one was presented 
with one, and when opened, they proved to be just as he 
had said. No journey is complete without this. After 
finishing our game, we played charades. Hardin Wed- 
more and Louis Cavala played some pieces on their 
violins, accompanied by Mrs. Bailey’s niece, which were 
greatly appreciated. Refreshments were served and soon 
after that we went home. We all had a lovely time and we 
won't forget it soon. We hope all the Boosters are having 
as nice times as we are. We will close with love to all the 
big and little Wisdoms. 
THE Goop Deeps CLus, Thelma Roberts. 


Lucy McLaren, one of the brightest little girls in our 
Sunday School, has written a report of the party which 
was held for the Boosters at Carl George's. The in- 
vitations were given in peanut shells and the children had a 
glorious time. 

Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Boosters—We have just had a fine Booster 
Party. Mrs. Palmer told us if we would go over to Unity 
she would meet us and take us to the party away over in 
Kansas City, Kansas. We arrived at Carl’s house early 
an the afternoon. The first thing we did was to go down 
into a little park and play “‘tin, tin.”” We played and ran 
around there a little while and got splashed up with mud. 
Just then the lady came out and called us and we went up 
to the house. The girls played “Go in and out the win- 
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dows,”” “Club fist,”” and We started to play 
‘Drop the Handkerchief’’ but most of the girls dropped out. 
One of the ladies called us to have our pictures taken for 
Wispom. Refreshments were then served. After we were 
through we went down in the park again until time to go 
home, and then Mrs. Palmer called us and we got on our 
wraps and went home. We certainly had a fine time at 
Carl’s party. 
Unity Boosters, Lucy McLaren. 
And now from Canada comes a good report from the 
Winnipeg Boosters. What a brave little group of Boosters 
to carry on their meetings without any one to take charge 
for them. 
Winnipeg, Man., Canada. 
Dear Wisdoms—We did not have any meetings last 
month and we only had two meetings the month before, but 
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we met again on the fourth of this month and we are going 
to meet again tomorrow, the eleventh. Our teacher, Mr. 
Potten, has gone away and we have to carry on the meet- 
ings ourselves. He has been gone away for over a month, 
but we have only had one card from him, to say that he 
arrived safely. We have two patients which we are trying 
to make well by health thoughts. One of them is mother 
and the other is a little girl who is paralyzed. Mother and 
I would both like to have dear little Wee Wisdom back 
again. Will you send me another copy of WispoM, as I 
think I know a little girl who would like it. Please send us 
a Wispom bank if you still keep them. We all send our 
best wishes to the Wisdoms. 

WINNIPEG BoosTEeR CLus, Moprile Haves, Sec. 

P. S.—We are all trying to boost Wispom.—M. H. 


Here we have a letter from Billy Bumpus II, and also 
one from his mistress. Be sure to read what they have to 
say.’ 

Charleston, W. Va. 

Dear Boosters—How nice it will be to be out of 
school! We have to go until June ninth, and then we are 
out until about the middle of September. In the fall I 
hope to enter the new High School Building if it is com- 
pleted. What I shall do this summer is not entirely settled, 
but I think that we are going to the California Exposition. 
I hope that all of you will have as good a time, wherever 
you are, as I shall have. Isn’t it nice to have some big thing 
to boost? Please help boost for Wee Wisdom. I would 
much rather have her that way. I think I might get up a 
Booster Club here if some of the secretaries would write me 
and tell me how their club was started. I would be de- 
lighted to hear from any of you. I don’t know very many 
children that I can write to, and so I would enjoy a cor- 
respondence very much. Help your Booster friend, 


Mary Belle Johnston, boost. 
Charleston, W. Va. 


Dear Friends—Wasn’t my picture cute? I knew 
that you would enjoy it and would be glad to see my face. 
In May I was quite sick, first by being hit on the back so 
hard that I could hardly walk, and then I had distemper, 
but I pulled through because the Truth helped me. We 
have had just splendid times down in the woods and I do 
wish school would let out sooner so that we could play 
longer. My mistress says she is going to Los Angeles and 
if she does I hope she don’t take me, because I’]] maybe see 
Sir Tammie and then we would both be sorry. However, 
I like to hear of cats and mice, especially that story in the 
May Wispom. [I like little things because they fit me and 
I wish that WisDOM would become Wee Wisdom again 
like some of the dear little numbers I have seen lying around 
home. Your faithful little friend, 


Bituic Bumpus II, per Mary Belle Johnston. 


Sir Tammie has turned his letter writing over to his 
friends, but here is his last letter to you. We shall be de- 
lighted to hear from Rosemary. 


Los Angeles, Cal. 
My dear Friends—This is to say that one of the other 
cats will write the letters after this, for I am very busy with 
other work. But I love you all just as much as ever, also 
my good mistresses, who tried so hard and did so many kind 
things to please me. Maybe Rosemary or my little girl, 
Tammiette, will write to you after this. Your loving friend 
as ever, Sir TAMMIE OF ORANGE. 
Per his secretary, Mary B. de Witt. 


Dear Wisdom Friends—I have not told you about my 
new great-grandchildren. There were four of them in the 
house, but Boy-Boy has a new home I hear, and the people 
are silly about him. He is Jean’s and Betty’s child. His 
new master and mistress have taught him to perform and he 
sits up and begs and jumps through their arms and shakes 


hands, and I don’t know what all, but you must know that 
all Jean’s children would be wonders. Boy-Boy’s brother, 
Little Jean of Orange, is now owned by a friend of my 
mistresses here. He lives up here in Montrose, and we hear 
he is having the time of his life. His mistress adores him 
and he has a very fine basket to sleep in and plenty to eat of 
course, and a playmate also eight weeks old. She is a blue 
kitten, I hear. Lady Topaz has four new babies—all very 
dark orange and red ones. They are considered beauties 
already at three days of age. I must close now, with love. 
We all thank you for straightening out the names on those 
pictures of Tammie and me. 
RosEMARY DE WITT, Blue Ribbon Winner. 


From far-off Alaska comes a Booster report and a 
picture of the Sunshine Boosters. 


Petersburg, Alaska. 
Dear WispoM—I am writing to tell you about our 
Truth Sunday School here. All the children are learning 
the principles of Truth, and there are some earnest little 
workers in our class. The oldest is not more than ten years 
old. We had our pictures taken last Sunday and the class 
wants me to send you one. Some were absent, but five of 


those present have never missed a Sunday since we com- 
menced. ‘The one in the middle is myself, the other lady 
is my mother. The girls are Hope Cambus, Hilda Murphy 
and Nona Sayler. The boys are Bonaparte Cambus, Cecil 
Stewart, LeRoy Brennan, Norman Stewart and Floyd 
Brennan. The photographer called us “The Happy 
Bunch.”” The story inclosed is the outcome of an actual 
experience. On March 16th it was raining and I saw my 
boys looking rather downcast. I suggested that we praise 
and bless the day. Before evening the sun was shining and 
every day since has been bright and sunny. The children 
enjoy WISDOM very much, and it is a great help in our class 
work and gives us fine ideas to carry throughout every day 
of the week. We expect, by learning and practicing the 
Truths which WisDoM teaches, to avoid the bumps that 
ignorance gives. We are learning by experience that keep- 
ing the thoughts of God always in our hearts just naturally 
protects us from error thoughts, and the effect is all good. 
With loving greetings to you, and all the Wisdoms and 
Boosters, from the Happy Bunch, and their teacher, 
Edna May Brennan. 
The Grand Rapids Boosters are active still, and I 


know with such a fine helper as they have they will keep 
improving steadily. 


Grand Rapids, Wis. 
Dear Royal—Will you please send some sample 
copies of WisDOoM? 
Boosters. 


I want to give them to our little 
I think some of them will subscribe, as they seem 
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to be interested. We meet regularly every two weeks, and | 
have an enthusiastic bunch of little folks. At our last meet- | 
ing Aileen Ecklund read “The Making of Birds,” by 
Kathryn Tyman. I found it in the Literary Digest of 
February. It might interest you. I thought it very pretty. 
Stella J. Paulus. 


Booster Club Entertained 


The Booster Club composed of twenty young people 
was entertained Saturday afternoon by Miss Elizabeth 
Paulus at her Third Avenue home. Several hours were 
enjoyably spent in playing games and at six o'clock a fine 
dinner was served. 

The house was prettily decorated with the club colors, 
red and yellow, the emblems of love and wisdom. 

The Booster Club has as its emblem the old maxim, 
“Hear no evil, see no evil and speak no evil."” The object of 
the club is to scatter sunshine—Grand Rapids Daily. 


Irene wants us to send her some extra copies of Wis- 
pom. You bet we are just too pleased to send the Wisdoms 
all the sample copies they can use. 

Detroit, Mich. 

Dear Wisdoms—I saw my picture in the paper that 
just came, and I would like some more to give my friends. 
I am nine years old. Am I not big for my age? I send 
you a poem I wrote in school, about April. Yours for 
happiness. Trene Parker. 


Irene’s April Poem 


April, April, you are here. 

O how fresh the wind is blowing! 
All the sky is bright and clear; 
See how green the grass is growing, 
April, April, you are here! 


Here we have a letter from a little girl who loves 

WisDoM very dearly. 
Providence, R. 1. 

Dear Royal—Esther wishes me to write you and say 
she wants to be a member of the Booster Club, and she 
sends fifteen cents for one of the pins. Esther subscribes to 
Wispom, and she reads the letters over and over and talks 
of the writers, calls them by name as though they were 
intimate friends. When she read the last WisDoM through 
she took it upstairs to bed and slept with it under her pillow, 
and she has looked up on the map all the places where the 


different children live, who write the letters. I expect she 
will be writing you a letter soon. Yours sincerely, 


Esther’s mother (Mrs. C. H. Rich). 


Dorothy Fenn, whom we all call Peggy, is writing 
you a letter. She is such a little ray of sunshine that I am 
sure you will enjoy hearing from her. 


Dear Wisdoms—My name is 
Dorothy Frances Fenn. My home 
is in Battle Creek, Mich. I am now 
living near Unity Center. In Battle 


Creek I have two grandmas and two 
grandpas and Aunty Sis and Thelma. 
Thelma is mamma’s little sister; she is 
only three years older than I am, so I 
never call her aunty. I want to tell 
you about one of my grandma’s homes. 
She lives in the country two miles from 
Romping with the car line. Once when we were out 
Papa to her house we went swimming and 

we found it so much fun that we went again. Once Thelma 
and I went down to the creek in the winter and started to 
go across the ice but it broke and we fell in. One other 


time in the winter we went skating and I got wet and caught 
a cold. But I went away and that was the last I ever saw 


of Thelma. 


I want to go back there this summer. Lov- 


Dorothy. 


ingly, 


Elsa has been to visit the Rosemary Cattery. 


Pasadena, Cal. 
Dear WispomM—lI visited the Rosemary cat farm a 
few weeks ago. The kitties have a lovely home right near 
the foot-hills. I saw Sir Tammie and Rosemary, who look 
exactly like their pictures. There were six tiny kittens that 
did not have their eyes open yet. They were so cunning! 


Sincerely, Elsa G. Crick. 


Helen has an idea to help Wisdom and the Booster 

Clubs. Tell us how you like her idea. 
Oakland, Cal. 

Dear Boosters—I am writing to you today mainly to 
mention an idea I have in mind. My idea is one that I 
expect will help to get more children to subscribe, but it 
will also interest the different branch clubs. It is to publish 
puzzles of different kinds (two or three) and for rewards 
I leave that to your judgment. If you would like I will 
furnish you with the puzzles, for a time at least. I have 
made two puzzles here to show you what I mean. 


Charade 


My first is in boat, but not in bat. 

My second is in grass, but not in glossy. 

My third is in skate, but not in ate. 

My fourth is in love, but not in saint. 

My fifth is in lace, but not in lock. 

My sixth is in land, but not in said. 

My seventh is in dove, but not in love. 

My whole is the name of the city I live in—Oakland. 
(One letter out of each line except the last one.) 

Geography Puzzles 

1. What state in the United States is the name of one 
of the first presidents? Washington. 

2. What city in Ohio is the name of a great discover- 
er? Columbus. 

3. What city in Indiana is the name of a former 
president? Lincoln. 

Hoping to hear from you soon in approval, I remain, 
yours truly, Helen Stone. 


Ruth writes us that she likes Wispom better as Wee 
Wisdom. Here -is her letter. 
East Orange, N. J. 


Dear WispbomM—It has been a long time since I last 
wrote to you—so long, in fact, that I have forgotten how 
many years, but I have not forgotten vou. I still receive 
you every month, but I liked your dress better when you 
were Wee Wisdom and we were all ““Wees.’’ As long as 
you don’t have a grown-up section as you did when you 
first changed your name, I think you could go back to the 
other dress and be Wee Wisdom again. As ever, one of 
your ““Wees,” Ruth Dean. 

P. S.—I am a pretty big “Wee” now, being nearly 
five’and one-half feet tall and 13 years young. ~ 


Now, dear Boosters, let’s every one boost for the high- 
est we know. Let us help everyone about us and scatter 
sunshine and joy all over the world. If you have any ideas 
for helping, tell WispDom about them. Write to the Booster 
Club and say just what you want in Wispom. Get busy, 
and tell your friends about Wispom. Ask me for as many 
copies of WISDOM as you can use, and I shall be glad to 
send them to you to give your friends. We want you to get 
together and boost as hard as ever you can. The Booster 
Clubs will be known from one side of the world to the other 
and every one shall benefit by the good tidings of Truth and 
Joy which is sent out by WisDoM in her monthly message. 

Write to WisDom and tell all the good things you 
have been able to do. Write and tell the progress of your 
club. If you don’t know how to form a club, I shall be glad 
to help you. Let’s all boost for a greater and better Wis- 
DOM and bigger and better Booster Clubs. Do I hear you 
all say, “Sure”? You bet I do!—Roval, 
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SUNDAY SCHOOL LESSONS 


BLANCHE SAGE HASELTINE 


LESSON JUNE 13 
THE BLESSEDNESS OF FORGIVENESS—Psalm 32. 
1. Blessed is he whose transgression is forgiven, whose sin is 
covered 


2. Blessed is the man unto whom Jehovah imputeth not iniquity, 


and in whose spirit there is no guile. 


3. When I kept silence, my bones wasted away through my 
groaning all the day long. 


4. For day and night thy hand was heavy upon me: my moisture 
was changed as with the drought of summer. Selah. 

5. I acknowledged my sin unto thee, and mine iniquity did I not 
hide: I said, I will confess my transgressions unto Jehovah; and thou 
the iniquity of my sin. Selah. 

For this let every one that is godly 
when thou mayest found: 
they shall not reach unto him. 

7. Thou art my hiding-place; thou wilt preserve me from 
trouble; thou wilt compass me about with songs of deliverance. Selah. 

8. I will instruct thee and teach thee in the way which thou shalt 
go: I will counsel thee with mine eye upon thee. 

9. Be ye not as the horse, or as the mule, ‘which have no under- 
standing; whose trappings must be bit and bridle to hold them in, 
else they will not come near unto ¢ 


. Many sorrows shall be to the wicked; but he that trusteth in 
Jehovah, lovingkindness shall compass him about. 


Be glad in Jehovah, and rejoice, ye righteous; and shout 
for joy, all ye that are upright in heart. 
GoLDEN TExT—Blessed is he whose trangression is 
forgiven, whose sin is covered.—Psalm 32:1. 


The psalm which we have for today’s lesson tells of 
the blessings of forgiveness. The singer, who was David, 
had tasted the fruits of forgiveness and he poured out his 
joy in this psalm. He tells of his misery before his sins had 
been forgiven and his joy afterward. 

The Golden Text speaks of transgressions and sins. 
Now transgression means rebellion, and sins means falling 
short of the mark. The rebellion in David’s case was 
against the laws of Spirit, and the falling short of the mark 
was failing to live up to the highest he knew. Could it be that 
we, like David, have transgressed or sinned? Have we ever 
broken a law of God? There is one which reads, ““Thou 
shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.” Or have we sinned? 

Some folks have an idea that so long as one does not 
steal, commit murder or otherwise break a commandment, 
he has not sinned. But sinning is falling short of the mark. 
We know that God is good and that God is all. There- 
fore, all is good. Yet do we not sometimes call people or 
things bad? 

We know that we are children of God, and as such 
we should be full of health and joy and love at all times. 
If at any time we lack any of these good things or fail to 
—_ the highest, we are sinning—falling short of the 
mark. 

There is much in this psalm about forgiveness. For- 
give means fo give for. To lack health is to sin. If we 
turn to the Christ within and obey the laws of Spirit, we will 
be forgiven. That is, we will be given health for lack of 
health. 

If we have lacked prosperity, we need but turn within, 
with the thought of God as our supply, and we will be for- 
given. We will be given plenty for lack. Need we won- 
der then that David, when he learned what forgiveness 
meant, sang for joy? 

In quietness we should search our minds and hearts. 
If we have been transgressing or sinning we should declare 
that there is only one presence and one power and that is 
Spirit. Also that we will listen to and obey only the Christ 
within. Then we will be forgiven. For lack and misery 
we will be given health and love and joy. We will be 
“glad in the Lord and rejoice,” as did David. 


pray unto thee in a time 
surely when the great waters overflow 


| the light. 


LESSON 12, JUNE 20 
A PRAYER FOR THE TEMPTED—Psalm 141. 


1. Jehovah, I have called upon thee; 
ear unto my voice, when I call unto thee. 


Let my prayer be set forth as incense before thee; the lifting 
up of my hands as the evening sacrifice. 


. Set a watch, O Jehovah, before my mouth; heap the door 
of my lips. 


4. Incline not aes heart to any evil thing, to practice deeds of 
wickedness with men that work iniquity: and let me not eat of their 
dainties. 


5. Let the righteous smite me, it shall be a kindness; and let him 
reprove me, it shall be as oil upon the head; let not my head refuse it: 
for even in their wickedness shall my prayer continue. 

6. Their judges are thrown down by the sides of the rock; and 
they shall hear my words; for they are sweet. 


. As when one ploweth and cleaveth the earth, our bones are 
scattered at the mouth of Sheol. 


For mine eyes are unto thee, O Jehovah the Lord: in thee do 
I take refuge; leave not my soul destitute. 


9. Keep me from the snare which they have laid for me, and 
from the gins of the workers of iniquity. 


10. Let the wicked fall into their own nets, whilst that I withal 
escape. 
GoLDEN TEXT—Keep me from the snare which they 
have laid for me.—Psalm 141 :9. 


Again we have one of the psalms of David. This one 
is a prayer to Jehovah, to keep him from temptation. David 
was in need of help and he prayed. He could have done 
no better thing. We are told to pray without ceasing. 
When we understand that every thought of life and love and 
health and joy, in short every good thought is a prayer, this 
does not seem so impossible. The only way to make our 
lives what they were meant to be is to pray without ceasing. 
If we allow no thought except those which are true to enter 
our minds we are praying unceasingly, and our lives will 
express the results. Our bodies will be worthy temples of 
the living God, and the light of the Spirit will shine through 
our eyes. The third verse of this psalm should be mem- 
orized. ‘‘Set a watch, O Lord, before my mouth; keep the 
door of my lips.”” Let us copy this and hang it in our rooms. 
It should be placed so we can see it each morning when we 
awake, and start the day by repeating it. If none but true 
words ever passed our lips, what a world this would be! 
Those many years ago David realized the power of the 
Word. He knew that words are things and make con- 
ditions. He knew that false words were like clouds, hiding 
He knew that true words dispersed the fog, letting 
the light shine. We know these things too, so let us pray 
with David, “Keep the door of my lips.” 


make haste unto me: give 


LESSON 13, JUNE 27 
DAVID THE SHEPHERD KING—(Review). 


GOLDEN TEXT—/ mvself will be the shepherd of my 
sheep.—Ezek. 34:15. 

The lessons of this quarter have been about one of the 
greatest of Bible characters—David. First, David the 
Shepherd, with his awakening soul. Then king David in all 
his power and glory. 

But always, David the well-beloved. Through 
struggle and adversity, loveliness and glory, even transgres- 
sion and sin, David was the well-beloved of Jehovah. 

As it was with David, so it is with us. This Al- 
mighty Spirit which is in us all and through us all, stands 
ready to cover us with its love, and guide us, if we will let it. 
All good is ours for the asking. We are the children of 
God—the well-beloved of Jehovah. 

The quarterly review could well be a discussion of the 
story of David as a whole and its bearing on our own lives. 


LESSON 1, JULY 4 
ABSALOM'S FAILURE—II Sam. 18:1-15. 


1. And David numbered the people that were with him and 
set captains of thousands and captains of hundreds over them. 
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2. And David sent forth the people, a third part under the hand 
of Joab, and a third part under the hand of Abishai the son of 
Zeruiah, Joab’s brother, and a third part under the hand of Ittai the 
Gittite. And the king said unto the people, I-will surely go forth with 
you myself also. 

3. But the people said, Thou shalt not go forth: for if we flee 
away, they will not care for us; neither if half of us die, will they 
care for us: but thou art worth ten thousand of us; therefore now it 
is better that thou be ready to succor us out of the city. 

4. And the king said unto them, What seemeth you best | will 
do. And the king stood by the gate-side, and all the people went 
out by hundreds and by thousands. 

5. And the king commanded Joab and Abishai and Itai, saying, 
Deal gently for my sake with the young man, even with Absalom. 
And all the people heard when the king gave all the captains charge 
concerning Absalom. 

6. So the people went out into the field against Israel: and the 
battle was in the forest of Ephraim. 

7. And the people of Israel were smitten there before the servants 
of David, and there was a great slaughter there that day of twenty 
thousand men. 

8. For the battle was there spread over the face of all the 
country; and the forest devoured more people that day than the sword 
devoured. 

9. And Absalom chanced to meet the servants of David. And 
Absalom was riding upon his mule, and the mule went under the thick 
boughs of a great oak, and his head caught hold of the oak, and he 
was taken up between heaven and earth; and the mule that was under 
him went on. 

10. And a certain man saw it, and told Joab, and said, Behold, 
I saw Absalom hanging in an oak. 

11. And Joab said unto the man that told him, And, behold, thou 
sawest it, and why didst thou not smite him there to the ground? and 
I would have given thee ten pieces of silver, and a girdle. 

12. And the man said unto Joab, Though I should receive a 
thousand pieces of silver in my hand, yet would | not put forth my 
hand against the king's son: for in our hearing the king charged thee 
and Abishai and Ittai, saying, Beware that none touch the young man 
Absalom. 

13. Otherwise if I had dealt falsely against his life (and there 
is no matter hid from the king), then thou thyself wouldest have set 
thyself against me. : 

14. Then said Joab, I may not tarry thus with thee. And he 
took three darts in his hand and thrust them through the heart of 
Absalom, while he was yet alive in the midst of the oak. 

15. And ten young men that bare Joab’s armor compassed 
about and smote Absalom, and slew him. 


GoLtpEN TExtT—Children, obey vour parents in. the 
Lord: for this is right—Eph. 6:1. 


Absalom was the son of David. He rose against his 
father and sought to usurp his throne. Absalom failed in 
his desire and was killed. 


In this instance David might represent Divine Love. _ 


Absalom would represent then, a thought in us which was 
out of harmony with Divine Love. 
cause a great amount of turmoil and disturbance until it was 
put down, annihilated. 


Sometimes these thoughts have been given strength until — 
In other cases these unreal | 


it seems hard to conquer them. 
thoughts have been harbored for so long they seem a part of 
us and we seem to be part of them. There will never be 
lasting harmony in our lives until we have driven out every 
one of these false ideas and beliefs. It may seem hard, it 
may even cause us grief as it did David, but we should per- 
severe. Wrong ideas which have become imbedded in our 
minds are like splinters imbedded in our flesh. Removing 
them is sometimes painful but necessary. 

en we discover an enemy in the form of a false 
idea in our mind, even if we have been nursing it in our 
ignorance, we should send the power of good thoughts 
against it. The good, flooding in, will displace the unreal 
and it will disappear. 


Little Miss Tulip creeps out of her cradle; 
Her green is the silk of her gown. 
Little Miss Tulip puts on her red bonnet— 
Prettiest bonnet in town. 
Little Miss Tulip is happy and gay; 
Whom is she smiling at over the way? 
—Irene Parker. 


This thought would © 
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| TWO GIFTS FROM WISDOM | 


™ magazine offers her friends and 
readers the opportunity of getting 
two very pleasing gifts—free. 

Royal, the Secretary of the Booster 
Club, has just received some 
new gold pins which he wants 
to give to wide-awake Boost- 
ers, and WISDOM is eager to 
make her friends presents of 

her charming statuettes. 


One of the attractive pins will be sent 

. to every person who sends WISDOM a 
new reader. The price of the magazine 
is only fifty cents, and the little paper 
will mean much more in happiness to 
some little friend than the subscription 
price means to you. The lovely statu- 
ette is offered free to 
anyone sends 
WISDOM three new 
readers at the regular 
price of fifty cents a 
subscription. Look 
around you and find 

_ one or three of your 
acquaintances who 
would be helped and 
cheered by WISDOM. 


Send in your order and by return mail 
you will receive one of the gifts. Use 
this coupon. 


Wispom MacazZIine, 
913-925 Tracy Ave, Kansas City, Mo. 
Please send me Booster Pin or Statuette. 
(Mark the gift for which you inclos2 subscription 
or subscriptions. ) 


: 
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